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HEART AND SOUL
by JoanCacciatoreMaaa
"What would you do if you won the lottery?" Rhonda
asked Nicole across the work counter. The question had
become a part of everyone's conversation, a way to make
the hours of repetitive lab work more interesting.
"I would run out and buy another dog," Nicole answered.
"Dogs don't cost that much.•
"I know. But since Ivy went to heaven, I can't get
another dog where I live. I'd have to buy a house too."
Rhonda scowled. "Ivy didn't go there. Animals don't
go to heaven. You know that.•
Nicole felt the warmth rush into her cheeks. What do
you know? she wanted to shout '. And ho": dare you ~
my dog an animal? Instead, she said softly, I would think
that God would have heaven suit each person. Maybe it's
being with a lost lover or a lost pet. It must be different for
everybody."
"That's not what heaven is about," Rhonda said.
"Heaven is for us to share with God, to glorify Him, not
for our own earthly needs or desires.• She picked up a petri
plate and examined bacterial colonies.
Knowing Rhonda wasn't looking at her, Nicole stuck
out her tongue, but the short conversation left her feeling
tired. She cleared her throat to chase the tightness.
It had been more than a year since Ivy had died of old
age. The dog had been sick and suffering for months before
she died during a stay at the veterinarian. Nicole wasn't
surprised when it happened. Rather, she felt grateful for
having been spared the awful decision of having to put her
to sleep, or, worse, coming home from work to find her
dead on the bedroom rug.
Still, the void was enormous. For the first time she'd
lost "someone" close to her and she wished she could get
another dog, but the condominium had new rules against
replacing pets. Unless she won the lottery, she couldn't
afford to move and buy a house to get a dog.
Nicole peered down at the papers in front of her and
tried to concentrate, but her mind was filled with thoughts
and images of Ivy. She sighed.
Rhonda looked up momentarily but said nothing.
Nicole went home that day half-expecting to hear Ivy's
bark of welcome from the bedroom as she turned her key
in the lock, but the apartment was silent, the bedroon: door
open, no happy barking, just the smell of new carpetmg to
greet her. She went into the bedroom and gazed at the
water-color portrait of Ivy, as a puppy. It hung on the wall
in a modern, brass frame, a contrast to the rest of the Early
American, antiqued pine furniture. A crucifix hung next
to the painting. Both the portrait and the cruc~uc were
within view from the head of her bed, the first objects she

saw each day when she awoke, the lastwhen she went to
bed: the prayer and the Grantor of prayers.
Nicole heard a knock at the door and went to answer
it.
It was Tom, the maintenance man, looking distressed.
"Your car is parked over the line of your space. You'll have
to move it or it will be towed."
"What? No one parks next to me!"
"It's still against the rules."
"OK. OK. I'll move it.•
He nodded and left.
"Pain in the rear," Nicole said aloud when the door was
closed and went to get her keys.
Though thirty-five, alone, and single, it seemed like
other people ran her life. So much for "owning" your own
property. Most of the condominium rules were simply
irritations: to always wear a pool tag in the recreation area,
no bicycles on the patio, roommates to be approved by the
screening committee. It was all annoying, more re~·t.ape
and more garbage added to the business of everyday living.
But the "No Pets" rule was the worst affront to her.
That evening, Nicole went to bed early, still feeling
weary and more lonely than usual. Ivy had been her only
companion in the years since the unhappy divorce. Dur~ng
that time, they had slept on the bed together, Ivy curling
her little body against Nicole's back, warming each other
against the air-conditioning. Without the dog's company,
Nicole no longer slept as well.
Before closing her eyes, Nicole could see in the semidarkness, the outline of Ivy's portrait and asked God for a
miracle.
It is past midnight and the bedroom seems darker than
usual. In her sleeping mind, Nicole thinks that the security
lights across the street must be out. Next to her, she can
feel the furry warmth and comfort. She wraps her arms
around the dog, feeling soft fur against her bare breasts, and
nuzzles her nose in the dog's neck, smelling her skin. The
dog, perhaps too warm, pulls away, pushing her paws
against Nicole's shoulders. The dog moves to the foot of
the bed to sleep, whimpering a moment against the arthritis
in her hips as she lets herself down onto the covers. Then
she settles down, with her head on Nicole's feet.
They each take a deep breath and sleep again.
Nicole woke up suddenly, her heart pounding, afraid
that she had overslept and was late for work, but she didn't
have to get up for another hour. She was wide awake, the
intense, lucid dream weighing heavily upon her. The familiar smell of Ivy was still in her nostrils. She had really felt
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the pads of Ivy's paws and the nails between them on her
skin.
When her eyes began to fill with tears, she got up to
straighten the bed, hoping that movement would distract
her. Instead, she found a small clump of tangled, black fur
on the new, white bedspread. Quickly, she picked it off the
spread and flushed it down the toilet, afraid to believe what
the evidence told her.
In the shower, she tried to wash away her thoughts.
That evening, Nicole watched television, Ivy's portrait
in her peripheral vision. She'd had no alcohol with her
dinner, knowing that she would sleep better without it, and
she waited for her boredom with the television to bring her
toward sleep. She tried not to look at the painting.
When she was awakened by the sound of a barking dog
at her front door, she got up to see what was happening.
Even half-awake, she recognized the bark as Ivy's and the
sound appeared to be on the inside of the door.
In the hallway, Nicole switched on the light and gasped.
Ivy was at her feet, jumping and barking and running

to the door, wanting to go out. Nicole knecled down and
kissed her neck, drinking in the smell of her. "You're back!
You're not dead! I love you; I love you! My baby-dog!" She
was crying uncontrollably and thinking all the while, I
have lost my mind; I have lost my mind. She stood and
opened the door, and wearing only a T-shirt and panties,
she followed Ivy out to the patch of grass at the end of the
building and watched her as the dog squatted in her old,
accustomed place. Through the darkness,she could see the
outline of the dog's small frame and curly, dark fur. With
Nicole's short haircut, people used to tell her they looked
alike.
In a choked voice, she heard herself say, "Come on.
Let's go back inside," and Ivy followed her, a younger
version of her Ivy-Dog, not yet blind or sick, more like the
puppy in the portrait.
Back in the bedroom, Nicole took a good look at the
dog who so easily jumped up on the bed, not needing to be
lifted as the dying Ivy had. Nicole bugged her and scratched
her car while the dog licked at Nicole's tearful fa.ce.
When she looked up to the wall, the portrait was blank,
only white matting in the frame.
In the morning, Nicole awoke to a quiet apartment.
The portrait was on the wall, no dog hair was on the
bedspread or sheets. Nicole sat on the edge of the bed and
wept. She knew she was having a breakdown and the
thought of losing her mind made her cry harder.
Finally, when her sobs subsided, she got ready to drag
herself through another day at work. Trying to hide the
anguish on her face, she took the time required to apply
her make-up carefully.
That day, she did her job alone and avoided making
conversation or eating lunch with her co-workers, especially Rhonda. -When the secretary asked her, "What's the
matter, Nikki?" she just smiled and said, "Nothing."
At her parking place at home, Ray, a member of the
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condominium board of directors, was waiting for her.
Parking squarely between the lines, Nicole gave a
cheery "Hi, Ray!" as she got out of her car.
"I need to talk to you," he said ominously. Ray was the
condo's SS officer, a harbinger of evil, searching out forbidden laundry hanging on balconies, persecuting violators.
"OK," Nicole said easily. She knew better than to say
or do anything that would fuel his craziness.
"Can we talk in your apartment?" he said, more a
demand than a question.
"Surel But it's probably a mess."
"That's OK. This should be private," he added.
Since when? she wanted to ask him, but instead she
nodded as she unlocked the door, feeling like a child called
into the Principal's office at schooi.
For an instant, she had two simultaneous and opposing
fears: What if Ivy was there again and Ray saw the dog? The
condo association would take her to court and make her
get rid of the "illegal" dog. Well, at least it would prove she
wasn't crazy if others saw Ivy's ghost too.
If Ivy weren't there, however, it would be more evidence that she was imagining her dog's return. The alternatives of a law suit or psychosis seemed like a no-win
dilemma.
She held her breath as she opened the door and Ray
followed her into the dark and silent apartment.
Ray, oblivious to common courtesy as usual, stepped
into the kitchen as Nicole turned on the light and sat down
at the small table.
Not waiting to be invited, Ray pulled out the chair
opposite her and sat too. Needing no encouragement, he
began. "We got complaints from two of your neighbors,"
he said.
Nicole blinked her eyes for an answer.
"They said you have a dog again.•
"What?" It was more a breath of air than a spoken word.
"Both residents, I can't say who, of course, heard a
barking dog in your apartment last night." He said it
triumphantly, his pleasure unbounded.
•That's ridiculous! Do you see a dog?"
"No," he answered, somewhat disconcerted for the
moment by the absurdity of the circumstances. "Can I take
a better look around?" he asked, still the Condo-Commander.
Nicole felt invaded and wanted to say no, but her sanity
was in question too. If someone else had heard Ivy barking,
then maybe she wasn't crazy. "Sure. Look around. If there
was a dog here, you'd know it by now, don't you think]"
He nodded. •yea. All the same, I have to do my job."
He rose and looked around him, beginning with the
kitchen floor. There were no dog toys, no pet dishes under
the table where they once had been.
He moved to the living and dining rooms, both bedroom and the bathrooms and even opened the walk-in
closet and looked inside.

Her rage bubbling over, Nicole said, •If I had a dog, she
would have bitten you by nowl"
Ray covered his lower lip with his tongue and walked
back toward the front door. •1 should tell you,• he said
with his hand on the door handle, "one of the people who
reported you said that they saw you outside late last night
with a small, black dog who was loose, without a leash.
You were only wearing a T-shirt. That's all.•
"Cute, You can tell them, Ray, that when you came
here, you found a giraffe. See if they believe you.•
He just shook his head and left.
Nicole double-locked the door behind him ..
Her hands shaking, she made herself a drink, and carrying it, she walked back to the bedroom and touched the
glass over the portrait. "Be careful what you pray for,• she
said aloud.
A long time passed before she fell asleep that night. She
lay awake in the semi-darkness, alternately saying the Rosary and trying to see if Ivy would come down from the
picture. When she fell asleep in the middle of a Hail Mary,
the Rosary beads were entwined in her fingers and she had
forgotten to turn out the light.
The sound of someone rapping at the door woke her
up. Ivy jumped off the bed and ran to the door. Horrified,
Nicole stayed in bed and waited until Ivy came back and
hopped up. Then she rested her head on Nicole's legs.
Nicole put her hand lovingly on the dog's head, lay back,
and squeezed her eyes shut until she slept again.
Ray was waiting again the next day and the day after,
watching her, frequently lurking by her apartment door
when she came in or out.
Nightly, Ivy slept with her.

SO~T

When the letter came, Nicole laughed out loud. She was
requested to appear in court regarding her dog. What could
they do? she wondered. They couldn't make her get rid of
a dog she didn't have.
Ray appeared in court with three other board members,
the condo's attorney, and the two neighbors who liad heard
the barking. They waited but Nicole never came.
When three weeks had passed and Nicole had not been
seen and her car hadn't been moved, Ray got permission
to use the Association's keys to gain entry to Nicole's
apartment.
The last time he'd been in a similar predicament, he'd
found a woman dead, her body black, swollen and stinking
after three days of decay. .This time, he brought another
board member with him as well as Tom, the maintenance
man.

The stench of death did not greet them. The apartment
was neat, immaculately clean, not even papers on the desk.
They walked through the rooms, looking into closets
and the shower. Clearly, no one had been there for quite
some time though the air-conditioning was still running.
None of them noticed the glass of water in the sink with
the ice still in it.
In the bedroom, though~ the three stopped together to
look at a painting on the wall. It was a very realistic
water-color of a young woman smiling broadly, and holding, in her arms, a small, black dog that was trying to lick
her face.

..

..
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FOR STRIDER

{A GxxolateLabradorRetriever)

by Angelee Sailer Anderson
From nose to vdvet ears to proud tail-tip,
In one hue, teddy bear-like, you're arrayed:
Sans argument, you are (even your lip)
The brownest thing that God has ever made.
Your artlessness (we see you wondering now,
'Why doodle with a poem, when we could play?')
Is what we cherish best; or is it how
You kneel (almost) between us when we pray?

No dog, we're sure, is set so large a chore
Of ministering with tireless tongue to eyes
Thus long bemused by tears; 0 surdy your
Glad faith with ours to its reward must rise,
And our one flesh will laugh to see you stride
More golden streets than these still at our side.
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